BACKGROUND              u
suddenly awakened to the fact that our duty
1 lies to the country which twelve hundred years ago
found a home for us, when we were fleeing from
Persia in an attempt to rescue the Sacred Fire from
the onslaught of Islam and the Arabs. We are a
hundred thousand of our kind in the world. I do
lot vouch for the accuracy of our numbers. What
matters is that we are a very insignificant minority
I 'n India, but like the Jews, we have a flair for making
money and know the art of grabbing the key positions.
We are by no means a great race. There are no
world figures among us. We do not aspire so high.
Narrow-minded and insular in outlook, we do not
get very far and are sceptical about those who want
to. The only things we understand are the things
we see around us, every day. We are a sort of small-
town people, even though we,are to be found chiefly
in the great cities.           \1 fe>"W
That is the background of my life. I used to feel
quite proud at one time that among my somewhat
distant ancestors were Rustom and Sorab, and I was
brought up to believe that the stock I came from
was, to say the least, alpha-double-plus. It was an
uncomfortable feeling to be so respectable and I
found early in life that it hindered my freedom. My
wishes, my ideals had always to bow to the sanctity
of our religion, to the purity of the race and to the
tradition of the family. Later came other obligations.
I began to realise that my alleged Persian ancestry